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*0, bonny are the fields o' Prance,

And saftly draps the rain:
But my bafrnles are in Windsor Tower?

And greeting a: their lane.

1 Now ye maun come to nie, Sir King,

As 1 have come to ye;
And a benison upon your held

For a' your courtesie!                                      240

* Ye maun come, and bring your ladye fere;

Ye sail na sav me no ;
And ye'se mind, we have aye a bed to spare

For that gawsy chield Guizot.'

Now he has ta'en her lily-white hand,

And put it to his lip,
And he has ta'en her to the strand,

And left her in her ship.

*\Vill ye come back, sweet bird/ he cried.

"Will ye come kindly here,                            250

"When tHe lift is (blue, 'and the layrocks sing,

In the spring-time os the year??

'It's I would blithely come, my Lord,

To see ye in the spring ;
It :s I would blithely venture back.

But for ae little tning.

'It isna that the winds are rude,

Or that the waters rise,
But I loe the roasted beef at hame,

And no thae puddock-pies!'                           260

THE MASSACRE OF THE MACPHERSON
(FROM THE GAELIC.)
[Tail's Edinburgh Magazine, August 1344.   From : Bon
Gaultier and his Friends']
I
FHAIRSHOX swore a feud
Against the clan M'Tavish;
Marched into their land
To murder and to ransh;
241 Ye maun come . . .] This stanza appeared first in 1S49.
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